ON  THE   PAMIRS
There were three yurts at the other side of the torrent.
The Elder, wishful to pay us a visit, hoisted himself on a
yak and set it at the whirl of water. The yak slipped and
the old man was thrown off and in spite of all his efforts
flung from one rock to another. But it was not long before
his son managed to catch hold of him and get him out.
That was exactly what I always feared was going to happen
to me when I had to cross these streams* The Kirghiz must
have crossed that ford many, many times without any
trouble. A well-marked path led to it. It was just that
his strength had failed him that day. Perhaps it was the
first time . . *
We had no great difficulty in getting over the Chichiklik
Pass the next day. On the way up we passed some dead
donkeys. Satar hastened to tear their shoes off them, while
vultures that Peter called lammergeyers looked on with
impatient eyes. Then, having climbed amongst black rocks,
we came to a green glacial lake below mountain peaks
covered with hardened snow. After that we went up a
desolate moraine in the middle of which some of the animals
lay down and had again to be stabbed with the hooked
needle. The sky was grey and the low clouds blotted out the
view of Mustagh Ata, "The Father of Ice Mountains.95
That evening we arrived at the edge of an immense table-
land swept by winds. There, at last, we camped. But every-
thing went wrong. The Worcester Sauce had got spilt over
a bag of raisins. Peter would set up the tent his way, the
result being that I slept with my feet higher than my head.
Tokta Ahun, the half-wit who was supposed to be looking
after us, did not bring the tea we asked for. And next
morning when we were starting he saddled my horse anyhow,
could not find the bridle, and had got one of my stirrup-irons
broken* This last disaster made me very angry, for in the
mountains one was in one's stirrups for eight hours of the
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